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One. 


Author's Notes: 
Hey lovelies, I'm back with another story! This is the first chapter in a series that I'm really excited about! | 
hope you guys enjoy! 


‘Marijuana. Mary Jane. Mary's Juana haha shit that reminds me iguanas: 

‘Mary's iguana is a beautiful thing: 

‘Am | high right now? Is that why l'm thinking like this? Is that why I'm in a random bed with a random person 
spooning me? ls that why | can't feel my left ear? Or my hand? Or my bangs? No not the bangs! Never the 
bangs! Please spare the bangs! Wait, is normal to not feel your bangs? Or is it normal to feel them? What the 


fuck is happening. l'm so confu-' 


Dave's train of thought was broken when the ‘random person pressed closer into him, running one of their 


hands up and down his body and under his shirt, and the other nestling in his hair. 


‘God fucking damn. Who ever this is feels good. And is pressing their dick against my ass right now. Wait, did 
| just? A dick? No way. No. No. No. This can't be. This isn't! 


"Dave, | know you're awake." 
No. No. No. It is. Fuck! 
"Uh hey Cliff" God damn. 


‘Why is Dave being so awkward? Why am | so horny? Why am | horny for Dave? Is it because I'm high? Am | 
high? Or maybe I'm actually not high for once and that's why | feel so weird. Huh: 


‘Whatever l'm just gonna go for it: 


Dave stiffened as Cliff used his left hand to move his head to the side and began slowly kissing, sucking and 
biting his neck. 


"Cliff what the- mmh.." ‘Fuck | can't even finish a sentence without- oh my god his tongue. How does one 


move their tongue like that? 

The guitarist, however reluctant, melted back into the bassist, savouring his every touch. 
‘Heheh he's liking this. | guess I'll just uhh sneak my hand down his pants: 

And that's exactly what Cliff did. 
"Ohh Cliff, fuck." 


‘What the fuck is happening right now. Why is his hand in my pants? Why is this happening? Is this because of 
the weed? Am | even high right now? Damn Mary and her fucking iguanas: 


The bassist quickly and swiftly flipped Dave onto his back and crawled over him, kissing the redheads neck, 
his jaw, and finally claiming his lips. 


‘All mine: 


Dave, much to Cliff's surprise, started grinding and moving his hips up into Cliff's, the bassist immediately 
responding and doing the same. 


‘God damn. Why am | doing this? Am | gay? Oh fuck it. Fuck him. Huh, that actually doesn't sound like a bad 


idea. 


"Cliff, oh god please fuck me. | want you, | want you so bad" Dave said, breaking the kiss. 


"Are you sure?" The bassist's voice was barely even a whisper as he asked this. 


"What do you mean of course I'm sure." Dave looked confused, clearly he's not on the same though process 


as Cliff was. 
"Well | mean we are in a van currently." 
‘So fucking what you dumbass. A van is better than some random person's house: 
"| don't care. | just want you. Please?" 
Cliff didn't say anything, just continued kissing him. 
‘God damn‘ 
The bassist proceeded to fiddle with the button and the fly on Dave's jeans, struggling a little until he got it. 


While Cliff was taking off the redhead's pants, Dave took off his own shirt and proceeded to help Cliff with 
his. 


The two boys were so wrapped up in each other that they didn't even notice the van stop moving, or James 
and Lars getting out, the two wanting food but not wanting to disturb the supposedly sleeping pair. 


Cliff partially stood up in the now still, silent van 


Once Cliff was stripped down, Dave couldn't help but stare, not realizing he was staring with his mouth 
hanging open. 


"Like what you see, Davey?" 

‘Um of course | do you idiot! 

The redhead just bit his lip and locked eyes with the brunette. 
The bassist quickly helped rid Dave of the rest of his clothes. 


Both boys couldn't help but gasp at the feeling of bare skin on bare skin, desire flowing through both of 
them like blood. 


The redhead resumed grinding his hips up into the brunette's, pulling high pitched moans and groans out of 


the brunette that Dave didn't know were possible for someone with such a deep voice. 


Dave quickly flipped Cliff onto his back, climbing back on top of him and claiming his lips once more. 


The ginger slowly kissed and sucked a trail of hickeys from under Cliff's jaw, down his neck and the left side 
of his chest, down his stomach and right to his groin. 


Dave paused a moment, sitting up to admire his work, a smile playing at his lips. 


Out of nowhere, Cliff sat up, pulling Dave by the hair and down onto him so the redhead sat straddling him, 


before kissing him again. 


Much to Cliff's disappointment, Dave broke the kiss and got off his lap, causing a frustrated groan to escape 
the bassist's lips. 


The groan quickly went from one of disappointment to ecstasy when he felt Dave's mouth around the head 


of his cock 


The redhead slowly, teasingly bobbed his head up and down the bassist's shaft, occasionally running his 
bottom teeth along the backside of his length. 


"Dave.. stop. I'm gonna." It was too much for Cliff, who came in Dave's mouth with barely any warning. Much 


to Cliff's surprise, Dave swallowed it all. 
The redhead straddled him again, locking lips with the tall brunette. 


Cliff seemed to be a many armed deity or something, touching and feeling all over Dave's body what feels like 


all at once. 
From what Cliff could tell, Dave is the perfect balance of a selfish lover but also a very giving one. 

The bassist abruptly pushed Dave off of him, pinning him down onto the old mattress. 

They sloppily locked lips again as Cliff began to stroke Dave's dick, causing Dave to moan into the kiss. 
The redhead broke the kiss, panting, trying to catch his breath. 

"Cliff | want you." 


"No need to want what you can so easily have. All you gotta do is ask" Cliffs sadistic side just really wanted 
to see him beg for it. 


"Cliff please.." the guitarist said in a whiny, childish voice. 


"Please what?" 


"Please fuck me." Cliff grinned as Dave turned red while saying this. 
The bassist briefly pressed their lips together before kissing a trail down Dave's stomach and his thighs. 


Dave let out a gasp when he felt Cliff's warm, wet tongue graze his opening, it was a sensation that he was 


completely foreign to. 
Cliff continued to tongue fuck Dave until he couldn't take the redhead's whimpering and moaning any more. 
"Are you sure you want this Dave?" Dave rolled his eyes when Cliff asked this. 


"If | wasn't sure would | have let you stick your tongue up my ass?" Cliff snickered before giving Dave another 


warm, passionate kiss. 
"Just checking babe." 


Cliff spat in his hand twice before coating his cock in the natural lubricant and slowly thrusting into the 
redhead. 


"Ah Cliff.. oh fuck.. yes." Dave whimpered out as Cliff thrusted in and out of him once more. 


Dave wrapped his legs around Cliff's waist as the bassist continued to fuck him, both of them gasping and 
moaning at the new feeling. 


The van was rocking from side to side, and if you listened close enough you could hear the moaning, 
accompanied by the sound of sloppy kissing and skin hitting skin 


Not too long after they had been seated in the diner, James realized he had forgotten his wallet. However, 
upon opening the driver's side door to the van, he quickly realized what was going on. As quickly as he could he 
got his wallet and gently closed the door, not wanting to disturb the two. 

"Did you.. hear something?" The redhead barely managed to choke out through his gasps. 


"Don't know don't care." Cliff gently began kissing Dave again as he continued thrusting into him harder and 
harder. 


"Cliff I'm gonna." Dave trailed off his breathy sentence with a high pitched moan. 
"Say my name." Cliff bit into Dave's shoulder, causing the redhead to moan even more. 


"Cliff.oh fuck.Cliff" Dave almost screamed as he tensed up, Cliff not too far behind 


"Fuck! Oh my god Dave." Cliff burrowed his face in the crook of Dave's neck as he came, both boys were 
whimpering messes by the end of it. 


The bassist locked lips with the guitarist as he pulled out. He stood up from the dirty mattress searching 
for something, and returning to clean both himself and Dave with the inside of his Misfits t-shirt: 


He handed Dave his clothes in silence before slipping his own back on. 
"Are you okay?" He asked the redhead, wanting to make sure he didn't hurt him at all. 


‘lm a little sore but it was totally worth it” Dave gave Cliff a big, bright smile, something totally different 


than his usual lopsided smirk. 


Cliff laid back down on the mattress, giving Dave a few more kisses before the ginger turned around. He 


wrapped his arms around the slightly smaller man, burying his face in the crook of his neck. 


The boys quickly drifted back off to sleep, unaware that the other half of the band was well aware of their 


earlier escapades. 


A/N: Please let me know what you think of this story so far, I've been working on this for a while. | hope you 
guys enjoyed 


wahwohcliff this is the one you've been waiting for. 


